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NEW  SONGS. 


Hie  Sea  Boy 
A  Father’s  Tale 
Tom  Bawling 
The  Deploring  Damfel 
Barbara  Allan 

The  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland 


Newcafiie  upon  Tyne  : 

Piintedby  J.  Marftiall,  in,  the  Old  Flefh-Market. 

!jtre  aIf°  may  be  had-  a  large  and  currus  Si /Tort  merit 
of  Songs,  Ballads ,  Talcs ,  If  i/lories,  &c. 


The  Sea-Boy. 

\ 

TO  England^  towers  of  oak  fareweU, 
No  more  for  me  (hall  be  unfurl’d 
The  canvas  in  the  gale  to  fwell, 

The  ocean  is  no  more  my  world ; 

Yet  there  life’s  earlieft  years  I  fearlefs  pafs  d, 
A  fea-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  mail. 

There,  oft  to  cheer  the  midnight  hour. 
The  helmfman,  with  a  fancy  free, 

His  ditty  to  the  waves  would  pour* 

Of  love  on  ihore,  or  {forms  at  fea ; 

And  how  the  fea-boy,  ’midft  the  rattlin 
blaft. 

Keeps  ftation  on  the  high  and  bending  malt 
/  * 
Dear  were  the  founds,  tho*  rude  and  hoarfe, 
Of  Helm  a-lee !  or  Helm  a-weather  U 
To  bring  the  veffel  to  her  courfe. 

And  keep  the  fails,  well  fill’d,  together ; 
While  on  the  look-out  far  my  eyes  were  call, 
A  fea-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  mail. 

A  Father  s  Tale. 

A  SOLDIER  to  his  own  fire-fide 
With  laurels  was  retiring  : 

An  only  daughter  was  his  pride. 

His  every  hope  infpiring. 
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Q>  A  ats 


In  her  young  mind  the  virtues  fhone  ; 

The  admiring  world  approv’d  her : 
She  feem’d  to  live  for  him  alone ; 

And  hie  as  his  own  life  lov’d  her. 


But  oft  within  the  faireft  flower. 

The  canker-worm  is  working, 
Ingratitude—  'hi !  fatal  hour! 

In  her  talft  lieart  was  lurking. 

1  he  foldier  came — She  ope’d  the  door 
He  from  her  home  remov’d  her,  ' 
She  of  that  father  thought  no  more, 
Who  as  his  own  life  lov’d  her. 


Behold  the  wretched  parent’s  look, 

His  child  was  loft  tor  ever ! 

The  tear  his  frenzied  eye  forfook; 

From  life  he  feem’d  to  fever. 

Oft  did  he  heave  the  bitter  figh. 

Yet  not  a  word  reprov’d  her: 

But  all  he  wilh’d  for  was  to  die  ; 

For  as  his  life  he  lov’d  her. 

'  /  I 

With  guilty  pangs*  her  bofom  torn, 

StiH  livesf tHe-w*dtdwd  daughter; 
And  long  repentahF^di  ha§  fe’fiPhF;  *•; 
To  which  her  etrot  brought  her,- 7  ■ 
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Oh  !  bring  the  hour  of  mercy  near ! 

The  eye  of  heaven  has  proved  her. 

As  life  to  love  that  father  dear. 

Who  as  his  own  life  lov’d  her. 

Tom  Bowling. 

HERE,  a  fheer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom 
Bowling, 

The  darling  of  our  crew ! 
h'lO  moie  ne  II  hear  the  tempeft  howlin<r 
^  For  death  hath  broach’d  him  too. 
iais  form  was  of  the  manlieft  beauty. 

His  heart  was  kind  and  foft ; 

Faithful  below,  he  did  his  duty. 

But  now  he’s  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed, 

His  virtues  were  fo  rare  : 

His  friends  were  .many  and  true  hearted, 

I-  *  Poll  was  kind  and  fair : 

And  then  he  d  ling  fo  blithe  and  jolly,  • 

All  i  many’s  the  time  and  oft : 

But  mirth  is  turn’d  to  melancholy, 

F<  ,£  I  om  is  gone  aloft. 

1  et  l^la^  poor  Tom  find  pleafant  weather, 
When  He,  who  all  commands. 

Shall  give,  to  call  life’s  crew  together, 

Uhe  word — to  pipe  all  hands. 

I 

f, 

! 

L _ 


hus  Death,  who  tars  and  kings  difpatches. 
In  vain  Tom’s  life  has  doft, 
or,  though  his  body’s  under  hatches,' 

His  foul  is  gone  aloft. 

The  Deploring  Damfel. 

rWAS  when  the  feas  were  roaring 
AAHth  hollow  blafts  of  wind  j 
damfel  lay  deploring,  ? 

All  on  a  rock  reclin’d. 

ride  o’er  the  foaming  billows 

She  caft  a  wifhfui  look, 

er  head  was  crown’d  with  willows 

That  trembled  o’er  the  brook. 

Wive  months  are  gone  and  over. 

And  nine  long  tedious  days, 
ny  didft  thou,  ven’trous  lover 
^hy  didft  thou  truft  the  feas  5  ! 

^e,  qpafe,  thou  cruel  ocean. 

And  let  my  lover  reft  : 

J  wkat*s  thy  troubled  motion 
Jo  that  within  my  breaft  ? 

J  merchant  robb’d,  of  pleafure 
Views,  tejfnp^sip^elpalr i  ’  W. 
what’s  the  lols  of  trvature 
lololing  of  my  dearj  :  •' 
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Should  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on. 

Where  gold  and  diamonds" grow. 

You’d  find  a  richer  maiden. 

But  none  that  loves  you  fo. 

How  can  they  fay  that  nature 
Has  nothing  made  in  vain  ; 

Why  then  beneath  tire  water 
Do  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 

No  eyes  thefe  rocks  difcover. 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep. 

To  wreck  the  wand’ring  lover, 

.  And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 

All  melancholy  lying. 

Thus  wail’d  Ihe  for  her  dear  ; 

Repaid  each  blaft  with  fighing. 

Each  billow  with  a  tear  : 

When  o’er  the  white  wave  {looping. 

His  floating  corpfe  fire  fpied  j 

Then  like  a  lily  drooping. 

She  bow’d  her  head  and  died.  * 

Barbara  Allan . 

IT  was  in  and  about  tl>e  Martinmas  time. 
When  the  green'  Tekves  were  a  faUinj^ 
That  Sir  John  Graeme  ih ‘the  weft  Country, 

Fell  in  love  with  Batbara  Allan.  . 
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{ e  fent  his  man  down  through  the  town* 
To  the  place  where  (lie  was  dwelling : 

D  hafte  to  come  to  my  mafter  dear. 

Gin  ye  be  Barbara  Allan. 

0  hooly,  hooly,  rofe  die  up. 

To  the  place  where  he  was  lying ; 

And  when  the  drew  the  curtain  by, 

6t  Young  man,  I  think  you’re  dying.0 

0  it’s  Pm  fickv  and  very  very  Tick, 

And  it’s  a’  for  Barbara  Allan.. 

0  the  better  for  me  ye’s  never  be, 

Tho’  your  heart’s  blood  were  a  fpilling. 

0  dinna  ye  mind,  young  man,  faid  (he. 
When  ye  was  in  the  tavern  a  drinking. 
That  ye  made  the  healths  gae  round  and 
round. 

And  flighted  Barbara  Allan  ? 

He  turn’d  his  face  unto  the  wall, 

An<i  death  was  with  him  dealing  : 

Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  all  I 
And  be  kind  to  Barbara  Allan. 

And  flowly,  (lowly  raife  (he  up,  ' 

And  flowly*  flowly  left  him  ; 

And  fighing,  laid,  (he  could  not  flay, 

Since  death  ef  life  had  reft  him. 
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She  had  not  gane  a  mile  but  twa, 

When  fhe  heard  .the  dead-bell  ringing 
And  every  jow  that  the  dead-bell  gied. 
It  cry’d,  Woe  to  Barbara  Allan  ! 

O  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 

O  make  it  fait  and  narrow  ! 

Since  my  love  died  for  me  to-day. 

I’ll  die  for  him  to-morrow ! 


The  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland. 


OH  1  where,  and  oh  where  is  my  highland  lad 
gone ! 

He’s  gone  to  fight  the  French'  for  King  George  up 
the  throne, 

And  it’s  oh  in  my  heart,  I  wifh  him  fafe  at  hon 
Oh!  where,  and  oh  where. did  your  highland  ladi 
dwell  ?  ■ 

He  dwelt  in  merry  Scotland,  at  the  fign  of  the  Bli 

Bel],  ;j 

And  it’s  oh  in  my  heart  I  love  my  laddie  well. 

In  what  cloathes,  in  what  cloathes  is  your  bighlai 
laddie  clad  ?  ’  '  ,  ,  t 

His  bonnet’s  ol  the  Saxon  green,  and  his  waiftcoat  ( 
the  plaid  j 

And  it’s  oh  in  my  heart,  I  love  my  highland  lad/ 
Suppofe,  and  fuppofe  that  your  highland  lad  Ifaoul 
die !  , 

The  bagpipes  fhould  play  over  him,  and  I’d  fit  ii 
down  and  cry.  ;  , .// 

And  it’s  oh  in  my  heart,  I  wilh  lie  may/ not  die*  J 


FINIS. 


